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An Excellent S ON Gy 
CAL L' D, 


L UL L ABT 


To a pleaſant Ture. 


Come 7 — mots, come flip —— 

— thy Father's Shame, and Pother” | 

3502n, as J doubt to all out Doleg, * 
unto thy ſelt unhappy chief. 

Sing Lullaby, and keep it warm, 

Peo2 Soul, it thinks no Creature harm; 

Thou little think'ff, and leaſt doft know 

the cauſe of this thy Mother a moan, * 
Thou wautelt wit to wail her woe, 

Wy I ien — left —_— 

p dolf thou weep, wohn thay ' 
And knowefk not what thou doſf ail - _ 
Tome, filly Wretch; ab, ülln Heart, 

myonly Jon, what can J moze - 
Af there be any w2ong, thp ſmatt, 
that map thy Deffinp deploze, 
'Tis J, I ſap, againſt mp will, 
2 waĩc tie time, but be thou fill; 
And 5olt thou lmile⸗ O thou Tweet Fate! 

J would thy Dad the came might 
No daubt but ft would purchace Gzace, 

J know it would be foz thee and me. 
But come ta Pother, Babe aud plap, 
— Father, falſe is fled awap. 

wee: Babe, if't be thy Foztune change, 

thy Father Home again ta ſend, 

If Zeath doth ffrike me with His Launce, 
vet may'lt thou me to him commend ; 

Ik anp as thy Pother's Name 

Tell them bn Love ſhe purchaſt Blame 8 

Then will his gentle heart ſoon pield, 

J know him of a noble Mind, 
AltHaugh a Lpon in the Field, 


a Lamb in Town thor ſhalt Him find : | 
Ask blefling Lad, be not afraid, 
His ſugar'd Lips Hath me becray'd, : 


Then mar ſt thou joy and be right glad; : 
although in Woe J ſeem to mourn, * 
Thy Father is no Raſcal, Lad In. 
"an able Bouth of Blood and Bone; ; 
is glancing Look, if he once (mile, | 
igbt Women will beguile. BY 
Come little Boy, and rock afteep, | L 
ung Lullabp, and do noC try, F 
tan do nought elle but weep, 
and fit bp thee, the Lullabp ; 
" -God bleſs the Babe and Zullabp, 
From tþis thy Father'# Cruelty. 5 
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